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EVERY DAY.

O thougand thunkless tasks of every day
Which are ronowod with every rising sun!
O many burdens enrrlod on onr way
ol Hite's wonry pllgrlmnge s donel
But now and then o cheestu), kindly tone
Glvos w new etrength to plod Lfe's narrow
Path,
And tired hearts and minds oro by it shown
What ploasantnoss 'noath common ehros it
bty

It seoms a8 If wo wasto our pregent strongth
In tiresomeo wallk through common-place
routine;
It but our stops wore ploced in ona proat length
What fur-off countrios would our vyes huve
Ao |
But wo'd have found thot thero as well as hore
Man walks through tritling round of 1ittls
things,
And if ambition's whispor charm his ear
I8 import's lost In tasks that duty brings,
The glory of the martyr's holy erown
Bhads no refleotion on tho toller's brow,
Nor hero's deasrbought unme or sweol ronown
Lend luster to the conguored onros of now,
For patience, thon, to moot tho cowing fo,
The tiny, vexing cares and frets wo proy,
Bo strong aod humble-hoarted wo may go
To battle with tho foes of every day |
~kvis Bost, in Detrait Freo Pross.

A ]{I*LML%S '\l()(lll

Why Mra. Dunstan Mourned o De-
parted Husband.

“There i3 & limlt to even the most pa-
tient forbearance. I tell you, Zoe, I can
not and will not endure this state of
things any longer. [If you loved me
you would not defy my wishos as you
ll!).'.

Spoaking  thus, Earle Dunstan
turned and focod his young wife with a
look of sudden and stern determination
written on every line of his handsome
fentures.

But nll unheeding this, Zoo fashed
her dark eyes upon him derisively,
while a short, low langh of mocking
deflance rippled musically from her
scarlot lips.

“If 1 loved you!" she echoed, scorn-
fully. “Well, porhinps you ave right in
saying that. I havo often wondered at
tho strango whim which led me te ac-
cept you instead of—"

“Of Fred Hammond, why don't you
say?" ho finished, with o bitter sncor,
a8 Zoo paused, a teiflo shocked at her
own tomority. “You can't deny that
it was hils name which wus on yonr 1,
a8 1t 18 ovidently his fmage which fills
your heart. I‘red Hammond, the fus-
cinating Lotharlo, whose abtentions to
you last night made you tho talk of the
rogms, who was an old lover of yours,
as overybody knows, and whom you
would doubtless be willing enougl to
marry now worns you again free to undo
the errors of tho past Can you deny it,
Zoo?”

“I shall deny nothing” she flashed
outy in a white heatof passionate scorn,
her largo, dark eyes blazing, and hor
vety lips blanched to the hue of asnow-
drift.  “You have deawn  a faseinating
picture of what might have been, and it
Is 0 thousund pities that it never can
b realized.  Iow cruel you are
mind mo that I am not
past!™

By houven, then, you shall
rotortod, desporaioly.
you st
onea

o ro-

froe to undo the

be," he
“I'roin this hour
wll not be troubled with my pres-
y nor your actlons trammelod by
my ‘tyranny,’ ns you are plessed to
term my vonsideration for my good
namoe. 1 am going to loave you for-
ever, Zoo, and us soon as the law per-
mits, you will rogain your frocdom, and
marry tho man you love. This 1s all
thut 1s left mo to do for your buppiness,
butit is still something. Thank God
that 1 know the truthiat luat!l 1f 1 had
known t sooner, how much sGrrow
might huve boen spared us both!”?

Ho stopped, his volep growing husky
und broken toward the last, cast one
lingering, passionato look upon the
young wifo he had lovod so well, turned
nwny [rom her without another word,
and then was gone!

Giomal Zioe, lstening 1o the echo of
his footatops down the hall, down tho
broad, shallow awoka at lust
from the trance which had held her
sinee the first word of that terrible
specch fell on her ears,

Likeo one swakening from somo doop,
strange sleop, she suddenly roused hor-
solf and staggeged towsrd tho door,
holding out her arms with a gesture of
passionate anguish and entreaty

“Earlo, Karlel eomo back!™ she eriod,
T did not mean 1t.  You drove mo wild
with your eruel suspleions. | love no
one—waunt noone—but youl I—I-— Ob,
God!"—ns the groat front door below
awung to with o heavy erashi—''ho is
gono—gono forever!”

Thoe wild, yoearning intonse
with the agony of u breakinge hoart,
whoso sounid, even at first, had scarcely
pono farther than the white, rigid lips
shrough  which it passed, suddenly
falled—dled into silence—and Zoo Dune-
stan, the deserted wife, sunk down upon
the carpoet like one strloken by a mortal
1!11"\'.

Weeks passed before she knew any
thing more of that terrible day.

iirain fover had seized upon her, and
& seemed many times a8 though hor
lite must pay tho forfeit of her shars In
s reckless folly.

But nt last she crept back to life,
though for months she was only the
slindow of her former sell

Brilliant and bewitching,

ntalrs,

voieo,

with

her lovely eyes, and flushing, rounded
cheeks, and dainty, scarlet lips, had
been Zoe Dunstan before that ill-fated
day. Beautiful she wns yet, but that
sparkling brilliancy was gone, and a
doathless sorrow looked out from those
marvelous dark eyea whose witchory
had ensnared §0 many hoearts

When sho was atrong enough to bear
it, thoy wwld her cvory Ing: how
they had tried to find her husband
when they discovered her stricken
down by that almost fawl shock: how
thoy had searched valnly for hin
where, only to learn, at Iast,
had sailed for Eorope on the
that he bad left his wils
how, a lttle later, the wo
startied 1
aster—the noble ship on whish
taken passage had been
mid-ocean, and Earle Dunstan'
was among tho list of thos
known to be lost

Zoe listena

th

n every-
that he
VOry

and
by the nows of a
Wred

T Veg—
& WO LD AWl

tho |
offervescent sparklo of champagne 1n|

ful silence. Iler lovely faco grew a
shnde paler and sadder than before, if
that woro possible, and sho sat for
swhilo with her dark oyes staring
steaight boforo her, and both smnall,
white hands clasped tightly over her
Leart.

Ho had forsaken her forever, and she
could never have hoped to look on his
depr faco agaln, Now the lonely, re-
morseless sea would hide 1t from all
other eyed as woll as hers.  Aftsr all,
perhaps, she would rather have it so,

But three years passed away, and
Zoo, alter a long period of mourning
and scclusion, once more began to
mingle with the world.

Again sho was mentioned In soclety
as “‘the Lesutiful Mra Dupstan,” and
agsin her oager admirers and suitors
thronged around hor.

Among thom was, and ever hid boen,
Froed Hammond, the handsoma, dashing
follow whose admiration for hur in the
pastk bad lod to that fatal quarrel

T'o him she was always coldar than to
any othor man in the wholo clrele of
aoquaintance, yot her coldness did not
daunt him from trying again and again
to win the love he had vainly sought
before her marringe.

“You must learn to look bindly on
my suit in time,” ho urged ovece more,
after many fallores. “Ho (s gone, and
it s foolish, noy, it is terribly wrong,
to wansta your whola life In useless
mourning for him. Ob, Mrs. Dunstan
—Zoo, donr Zoo—try to forgst—try to
caren littlo forone who hus loved youso
long and falthfully ns L"

Zoo slghed wearily

How often shio had told him she same
old story—that she never could forgot
the ono she had loved and lost

Dt she was on the eve of starting on
o long journey throughout Europe and
the Kast with some old friends—Mr
and Mrs. Soymour—and perbaps this
would put a final end to the annoyunes,

“You are asking still in vein, Mr
Hammond," she answered, calmly,
with the usnal toaeh of coldnoss In her
volee,  “And 1t must ever be in valn,
wore you to ask the question every day
to the end of our natural lves, 1 have
nolove to glve to you—I never had. |
loved Earle Dunstan only, and I shall
novor forget him or cease to leve his
memory. [ — Dut here comes MNra
Soymour; lot us say no mora about it
Only this—you havamy fnal, irrevoe
able answor.  Noyer mention love to
mo agoin!™

wAl, m_\"ln;lr Z08," murmured Mrs
Spymour, half-reproachfully, as Fred
Hammond bowed himself away with &
white, despafring face, “I'm afrald you
aro really doing a foolish
heard enough to know that you refused
that poor fellow for the fftleth time,
and he absolntely worships you.  Don't
youreally think that you have mourned
poor Barle long enough? It can never
bring him back, vou know," sho added
gontly.

“No, it can do nothing but prove the
love he doubted when he left me,"
slghed Zow, drearily,  *'But that man”
—and her darke eyes turned, with a flash
of seorn, toward Pred Hammond's dis-
tant, rotroating form—‘'why, his pro-
fessions of love but seem like sacrilegs
to me! It wis on hls apccount that we
had that futal quarrel which drove my
husband to his death. No, no, doar Mrs,
Seymour, no living love—much less his
—shall ever take tho placo of my poor
Eurle's moemory!"”

wandered about the Old World, and at
length found themselves In one of the
faomed pictura gallories of an Italian
L’i.l.j.

As thoy strolled slowly slong, stop-
ping now and then to examine some
work of striking merit, Mrs. Dunstan,
happening to turn abroptly, camo face
to fnea with & handsome, noble-looking
man, whose proud, stern face and sad,
blue oyes changed at sight of her, as
though sho had been s ghost,

And sho?
and faint that Mr
near and saw it all, thinking her about
to full, hastily passed her arm around
Zoo's slondor walst.

But the young widow did not faint;
the very strength of her emotion re-
vived her and kept her up

natural voieo “(h,
thought you dead!™

“Did you?" ho retorted, with the old
bitworness, mingled now with a ead
pathos indesoribable.
marply boen dead to you.
your own happiness, you remember,
And you—you have secured it, I sup-
pose? Tho law would not refuse a de-
sorted wifo her froedom and the right to
marry again. Hy the way"—glancing
anhont him u"th a proud disdain in his
blue eyes— shall I have the honor—"

“Farle!™ broke In Zoe, proudly.
*“Thorn is no other—never has been, and
never will ba, | mourned you at dead
for yoars, for 1 beliaved you lost at sea
with the rest who went down on that
doomod ship. It was a mistake. Oh,
the joy—"

Her sweet voice wavered, and again
Mrs. Seymour thought she was going to
faint. But this time Harle Dunstan
took iy wife by the srm and led her
| sUll farthor from the emall crowd, whe
| had not perceived the little drama go
| Ing on so near them.

“And you Lavy never married, be
lieving me doad all these years?™ he
| asked, his low, deep volce filled with
| wondering tenderness, “Oh, Zoe, for
give me—{forgive me, my darling! Bul

I never knew that you thought me dead, |

dear. 1 was rescued from the wreck,
but was {11 and senseless for long weeks
afterward, [ did not know that 1 was
reported bt 1 should not have
cared I thought you would seek your
freedom in time, and 30 1 have wandered
about, asking no guestions, and only
trylog to forget.  And oh, Zoe, you did

love me, your husbund, instead—"
“Well, {f you had hoard hor refusoe s
certain gontloman, as 1 did,” smiled
Mra S m they had rejoined
oubt thut fact again,

lost,

cause
lded Zow
Arn

naEl

thing. 1/

For months the little party of tourists |
| nothing ean destroy thoe impress of in-

Sho grew so deathly white |
3, Seymour, who stood |

| onflict of independont minds occupying

| uno,

“Earlel" she gaspod, in a stralned, un- |
ia it you? I=—I ‘

“'Oh, no, I have |
1 left you for ‘

| hoart

| bore people,

| you will

THE COMMON PEOPLE

01d World Costoms That Strike Amerieans
ns Freposterous.

In BEurope, rank is first of all a ques-
tion of birth. Mr. Gladstone must go
Into dinner after o boy If the boy hap-
pens to be a dulee.  This rule of procod-
onoe striles the American as preposter-
Our countrymon have heen so long
rid of a privileged elass of titied aristo
erats that they can not understand how
gonius and ominent servics may
rechoned after o mere family distines
tion. We belleve in bloed in this coun-
try, but we expect it to tell in nchieve-
ment before it is accorded the first place
of honor. It is true that Americans are
sometimes acoused, not always unjustly,
of tuft-hunting: buy the titled forelgner
i sought after over hore bocause he isa
rara aris, o social eurlosity, and not he-
ennso Americans are horn with that in-
stinetiva doferonce to rank which is so
general on the othoer side of the At
lnntie. An lereditary legislature has
alwnys heen lmpossible here, Strictly
spaaking, there are no common people
exeept commonplace people, The rigid-
ity of soeial forms, the drill of society,
establish o econformity to ctiquetts
which, however decorous, is not pictir
esque or otherwise interesting. The
regulation uniform of soclety, the dress.
pont and whitd eravat, may be defended
upon certain grounds which we need not
examine now; hut there should be no
tolerance for the affection of & tone, a
mannerism, which is at war with every
thing expressive of originality or even
of individuality, We would not imply,
of course, that people of good soclety
are necessarlly commonplace ordull, Wit
and humor are always welcome among
sensible mon and women: but we have
remarked a tendency to muke a fotish of
forms, fo set up a Draconian code on the
anthority of Mre. Grundy, which is only
too suggestivo of another famous lady’s
“prunes and prisms.” But commonplace
people are not confined to any sphere of
lifo, W find them wherever a stupid
mental conservatism condemns the
eccentrielty of a new thought or
an  independent  opinlon. I a
man not the “Para-
disn Lost," if hie is not enthralled by the
ronius of Addison or of Steecle, we con-
foss that we like to hear him acknowl:
vilgo his treason frankly. There is mors
in him than there is in the solemn hum-
bug who professes to admire every thing
that he has beon told he ought to ad-
mire, anid who has never in all his life
besn goilty of eritioism.
Originalivy is the one essential uncom-
mon thing in the world, and—though this
muy seem paradoxical—there s & groat
leal of it nmong those whom we are
wont to oall the common people, Our
great novelists sock it in remoto coun-
try diatriets, in mountain fastnesses, in
the lowly ratrents of poverty and ignoe-
anco—wherever nature has o chiance and
people say what they think. 1t fasei-
ns  becsuse it i3 human rather
than conventional, The society novel-
ist cssuys a tasl of immense diffculty,
for every body prefers Sam Weller to
Fitz Augustus Templeton Do Vere, and
gocioty is nover deamatie until; under
the impulse of passion, it toars off its
mask and forgets its rules, When wa
sald just now that there were no
mon people excopt commaonplace people,
wi meant meroly that there s
mold
T'wing are
muother

ba

dons ernjoy

one  honest

nites

com-

no coms-

or breand of human natire,
not ko nearly alike that theiy
8 do not know them apart, and

mon

dividuality but peadomie
social discipline,

restraint and
It 1s variety of talont
and taste that makes the necessary di-
vision of laber the joyous notivivy of
progress, and it I8 the natural opposis
tion of temperaments that endows hu-
man fntercourse with its chiel charm.
Nothing could be more stale, flat and
unprofitable than o symposium of inter-
locutors who all Hnll-‘:,"]l'l and felt alike
pn every imaginable nn]-l'p-.-t_

The fliaal of wit, the brig

The bopgm of song, the
provoked by

intelligenece,

are the contrast and the

iHiferent points of view.—N. 0. Pleay-

CONCERNING POETRY.

Judiclons Reading of 1t Will Glve One
Command of Langunge.

A girl said to mo a fow days ago of a
friend of hers: “I never in my life
knew anyliody who had such a flow of
Iangunge as she has.  Sho 18 nover at a
loss for a word of comparison or an ap-
propriate quotition. How in the world
does shie do 11" Well, T asked her, and
this is what the good talkor said:

“When I was a very little girl my
grout delight was to read and study
poetry. 1 learned pooms by heart to re-
cite at gchool, to say to my mother and
to delight my brothers with. I have al-
ways kept ap that habit, and every day,
ps L am dreasing, T have an open book
on my burean and learn somothing by
evion I it isonly a verse of four

I have never glven drawing-room
for 1 know | should simply
but I have gotten a great
deal of pleasure myself from tho habit,
and 1 believe it has done more to give
me & good command of words than any-
thing else.

It you

lines

recitations,

takon a bit of advice from me
chose to bogin on the shorter
poems of Austin Dobsin, of Owen Mere-
dith, or dear old Tom Hood or Adelaide
Proctor, and loter on, of Elizabeth
Barrett Hrowning and Rossettl. You
know the last was the poot who so dear
ly loved his wife that he baried with her
e had written begide
her, and which had never been publish-

the poems which

ol Miuny after his riends insist-
ed that 1} 1 be disinter
red, and it md when the coffin
opened that her wonderful hlonde hair |
had grown to her feet and formed a net-
work that glistened like }_’U]'E thread in
the sun the bundle of papers. I
you do not ¢ for these poots, take any
othor vou like, but do not try to do tec

viars
ese pocms shion

was fo

oyer

At O ‘he Hittle by little Is the
11 vou want t«

o Journal. |

the hoy
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NOT CONSUM MATE D.

Man Who Is Either a Fool or
n Very Wise Individual.

Diring several seasons young Parks
nad heon a constant visitor at the housn
of Abemleich Morrison. Sunday after
Sunday the yvoung fellow would come,
and after sitting nearly all day, stealing
plances at Bookey, old Abemleich's
Asughter, o would go home. He was
30 bsshful that when the time came for
his departure, he would glide out the
door, jump over the fence and run like a
jacl-rabbit.  Last Sunday he took his
place a8 usual.

“Sam,” said old Abemleich,
your daddy doin'?”*

“Makin' uv & steer yoke, uh,
huhl!"

“Whut's Lige doin'?"

“Ain't doin' nothin'. Dun gono
meetin' with a gal, ub, hul, hah!"

“Whut's your mother doin'?"

“Got sorter behind on her quilt an' 1s
a-cardin’ of her bats to-day.”

“Made your plant bed yit?"

“We've made one uy them, but we
nin't made tho big one whut wo ‘lowed
to make."

“Sam?"

“Yas, sar."”

“Whut's the usen actin’sich a blame
fool? You love Sook?”

“No, I don't, ub, huh, buh!"

“Yes, you do."

“l domn't, nuther.”

“Yes, you do, an' you wanter marry
her.™

“I don't, now, no such uv a thing,
huh, huh!”

“Yes, you do,"”

“Would yon give her tome ef I wuz
tor wanter marry her?"

“Yes, you may haye her.
Sook," calling the girl.

“Whut do you want, dad?"she said, en-
tering the room.

“Ilold on, Sam. Come back, you blame
fool!"

Sam had jumped over the fence and
was running like a jack-rabbit, Old
Abemleich says that the marringe may
take place as soon as Sam *‘ken be hem-
med up an' foteh to the honse,"—Arkan-
saw Traveler,

NOT WARM ENOUGH.

The Only Man on Record Who Complained
of Helug Cold This Summer,

“Warm?' he said, putting on a heavy
pair of gloves and buttoning his light
overcoat, ‘“‘von don't call this warm
weuther, do you'

“Do Loall it warm?' said the other,
mopping his brow and trying to fun him-
self at the same time, while his face
grow redder and redder.  *‘I call it grid-
[ron heat.”

“Paoh, pooh, my dear follow;
cury isn't above ninety-two."

“Ninaty-twol”
“And iv hasn’t been above a hundred
more than onee this year."

*Shades of all the leelandaors!”
the red fat man, “what would you like
o have it—185 in the shade? Would
you fike to Loil eggs in the publie foun-
tains? Do you want foundries rn
filre? Ono bun-

A Young

“whut's

huh,

(¥

uh,

Come hore,

the mer-

eried

Lo
their furnaces without
lred! Do you want to sizzle and vanish
in steam.  One hundred!' he sereamed
in shrill agonized tones, and ho danced
nound mally in his weath until his faco
“One hundred!
Viy, man, haven't you got any blood in
vour veins?”
“*Oh, yes,"

was of Daming soarlet

snid the other, shivering
A% o owarm breeze fouched him, “but 1
honve 40,000 tons of {eo cornered. ™

And then the Hittle stout
# swoon and an ambnlance carried him
tovtlie hospital, where he was recorded
as sufforing from prosivation by hent,
whitle the fee king went home to order
the servants to put moro coal on the
firo.—N. Y. Tribune.

man fell in

How the World Wags.

Average Man—What
that old fool, Wilkins?
limsel! a Colonel,
Cltizen

has become of
Used to call
or somothing.

found, and is
Lives in o palace on the ave-

f Tand on ' which oil was
niw rich.
nue,

.'\'."'1'3'."‘
Hello!
Kins.

Another Citizen—Ywes, that's the Gen.
eral. Do you know him?

Avernge Man—Yoes, Indeed.
General and I are old friends,—N.
Vieokly.

Man
That

hours lator)
General Wils

1SOmo
looks Iilke

Tha

Y.

He In One of Them,

*“1 see,” remarked the poot's wife, that
Bryant, Longlellow, Holmes and Lowell
all bad or have an incomo outside of the
rosnlts of their litorary work."

“Yos," replied her husband, “and 1
mysell conld not afford to write poetry
il 1 hadn't a good situation at the ribbon
ounter.’—N. ¥. Sun.

One Job Lost.
Uncle Abner
a barbor shop.
The Artist
studio
I'nele Abner,
yon're only

(entering).—Say, Is this

Naw: it's a tonsorial

Studio, oh?

studyin® 'l go further. 1

He happened to own a piece |

HOUSEHOLD HINTS

Bome Things Which Every Housckeeper
Will Be Glad to Know,

Bpirits of turpentine will take grease
or drops of paint out of cloth. Apply it
till the paint can be seraped off.

Tor can easily bo removed from eloths
ing by lmmediately rubbing it well with
clean lard, and then washing out with
warm water and sonp.

If soot ba dropped upon the oarpet,
throw upon it an equal guantity of salt,
and sweep all up together. There will
be scarcely a traco of soot left.

Turpentino and black varnish is the
blacking used by hardware denalors for
protocting stoves from rust. If put on
properly 1t will last through the season.

Put French chalk or magnesia on silk
or ribbon that has become greasy, and
hold it near the fire. This will absorb
the grease so it may be brushed off.

Iron rust may be removed from marble
by taking one part of nitric acid to 25
parts of water, and applying it carefully
to the spots. Rinse off with ammonia
and water,

To make good mucilage without using
gum arabie, take two parts of dextrine,
five parts of wator and one part of acetic
acid.  Dissolve by heating, and add one
part of aloohol

For solder, wake a mixture of two
parts of tin to ono part of lead. For a
soldering fluid, dissolve zine in muriatic
acid, then add a little sal-nmmoniac, and
dilute it with a little water.

To clean marble, mix whiting with
common soap, till thick as paste,
Spread it on the marble and leave it for
a couple of deys, When tho paste is
cleaned off the stains will also be re-
moved.

A ocarpaet, especially a dark one, often
looks dusty directly after sweeping
Wring a sponge almost dry out of water,
and wipe off the dust from the carpet,
It will brighten it guite effectively.

This is the way they clean and reno-
vate furs in Russin: Some rye flour is
put into a pan upon the stove and heat-
ad, stirring constantly with the hand, so
long as the heat can ba borne. Then
apread the flour all over the fur, rubbing
it in well; then brush v gently with a
very clean brush, or heat it softly, till
all the flour is removed. It is ¢laimed
that this method will make the fur ap-
pour almost or quite like new.—Good
Housekeeping.

DEPLORABLE BUT TRUE.

of llnln " I~‘r!r-|n|. Womnan s
Womnn's Worst Enemy,
Woman {8 the sweetest croature the
Lord has over made, but it has yot
w be proved that she is woman’s
hiest friond, It is  n harsh
thing to say, but it is a fact neverthe-
less, that women do mnot love one
another. Thelr sympathies go out to
the fenthered tribe, the dumb animals,

Instead

| the heathen, and pagan, the prisoner of

I footing,

justieo, and the mule tippler, the festive
tramp, the fashionable roue, the van-
quished slugger, and the hero of the
stage and soclety, it no compassion is
wasted on the young girl steuggling for
the dependent widow or the
wretehed womnn who could suceeed in
saving horself if only given a little en-
couragement and assistanee

Women with tender hearts and ample
means will do churveh work, scatter
tracis, keep the cash in an exchange or
white ribbon restaurant, stand in a
‘“‘Jacobs well" or a bazar and sell frappe
sweots and fancy poods all day long
for sweet charity, Yet theso same

| ladies, if appesaled to, will refuso a lot-

tor, testimoninl or guarantes of good
will which means bread to the suppli-
cant. A dozen pretty, plausibla and po-
lite excuses are given for declining the
favor, but pecuninry help is not offerod
oither, and the applicant goes off in de-
spalr and does the best she can, which
is often far from Hllfll'l.

Aslk any gitl in the mill, the cloak
factory, the muslin factory, the drose
making establishment or any other ins
dustry where o forewoman is employed,
and she will tell you she detests the
woman she has to work for.

I asked a ribhon woaver why this was
BO,

“Boeeause she nags; because she is al-
ways a looking for something she can
pick at; because she never has a kind
word to say to a girl, no matter how
hard she tries to ploase her; becauso she
carries tales to the boss and because she
will keep back work from the girla she
loesn't like and ui\'n tl.o best paying
jobs to her favorites ™ . Y. Sun,

“‘rupq for Early Fall

The fashionable light wraps for the
early fall will he in the still popular
eape style, consisting of a flounce of
bluck laece applied to n narrow, deep
voke, the points of which reach below
the belt, front and back. The yokes on
now models are wvariously decorated.
Some are made of heavily corded net,
with designs like passementorie; others
aro of hengaline richly braided. Jotted
net laid in flat folds, with flouncing
lace to correspond forming the cape por-

Wa-al, if | tion, from many of the demi-dress wraps,

while more elaborate mantles of richer

want o man that knows the tradel— | Chantilly, Maltese or Spanish guipure

Puck.
A Shrewd Business Man,

Groter—Is there a good force of water
on since the opening of the new ague-
duet?

His Wife—Splendid, my dear.
Then that settles jt. We
m st open a dairy in connection with
our grocery store,—Munsay's Weekly.
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have color introdueed in the shape of
prange or green velvet points and revers,
gold-worked Holero jacket [ronts, or
simulated ones in rich embroidery. For
wear are pelerines showing a

| combination of richly jetted net, Span-

| Ish lnee

11

| calico dress,

in black, and Venetian lace in
white. All wraps are still high on the
shoulders, and some of the very expen-
sive Spanish capes have long graceful
searf-fronts, These have elaborate shoul-
ior places, yokes, and Spanish girdles
of eut jet.—N. Y. Post.
No Regard for Her Feelings,

A Texas family has a colored servant,
who, while very attentive to her duties,
Lias never been known to give any body
answer, Purely as anexperiment,
he house bought her a new
and gave it to hor, saying.

“I am glad to have the pleasure, Ma
tildy, of giving you this dress.”

“Yer mout hab had dat pleasure long
Lhiad any rogard fo' my
ns Lhe gracious re g‘l_\.‘—.\:_
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CURING A POET,

A Te rible Dlsonse Vanqulahed by Means
of & Clover Cousplracy.

Abel Rydor wag the gquecrest of all
the queer characters we had In our
town. Not that his cocentricitics wore
plain to every body, like some of tho
old sottlers, for one had to be protty
well acquainted with the old man, and
enter into conversation with him, to
idiscover what was so strange about him.
Abel’s hobby was poeiry. He nover
wrote any, so far as 1 know, but he
oould talk it  Yes, and he talked noth-
ing clse.

Ho Lkept a store—a regular village
store, where the boys used to congre-
gate, and it was there, on winter's oven-
ings, where we used to draw old Abel
out, and enjoy his poculiarities. For
instance, T would enter and say: “Good
evening, Abel!™ *'Set the table,” Abel
would reply. (He did not care whether
his replies contained any sense, so long
a8 they rhymed; that was all he looked
out for,)

Some one else would come in with
“Well, Abel, how goes it?" 0, my
manner shows i,"” answered Abel, never
stopping as if at a loss for a word, but
answering as naturally as could be.

It was very seldom that we ever
“stuck” Abel—he could always find
something to rhyme with the last word
of our sentence; but I want to tell you
how we conspired to bring him down to
pluin English, for we tired of his conso-
less poetical chatter, and how the eon-
spiracy worked.

We ull got together one day, and be-
gan to form a number of sentences end-
ing in words with which it was difficult
to find any thing to rhyme, When we
had made a list sufficient, we thought,
to satisfy our nevds, we proceeded in o
body to Abel's store. He was behind
the counter, and, as we entered, sald;

Good morning, boys, a lovely day !
How are you fellows, any way?

Then we hegun.

“Abel,” said Tom Ferris,
day of the month?"

“I think I—I told you—" Abel
seratohed his head. *1 thinlk I told you
once. No, no—Don’t be such a dunpe—
dunth.” He paused and looked at us
victoriously., Dut we were not to be
beaten so easily.

“Say, Abel,” said Bill Bowaer,
you aver see & locomotive?”

“No; but I think 1 would know't {f—
(I saw one)," he added in parenthesis
This was nnly a partial viotory for Abel,
and we followed him up.

**Abel,” said o third, *'could you runa
dynamo?"

Abel thoughit a moment and then re-
plied, quickly: “Your remarks, now,
please confine 'em, O

A shiver of anxlety ran through ou
ranks, for *“locomotive’ and “dynamo”
woere two of our strongest words. Bu!
Peter Flynn came to our rescue.

“Myr, Ryder,” sald he, drawing his
sontenee out, “Mr. Ryder, have you got
nsteolspiral 7 He put great empha-
sis on the wopd “spiral,” and looked
hiard at the old man.

Abol oponed his mouth to reply. Ha
moved his lips as if trying to form a
word, olutehed at his halr, cast an agon-
izing look about him, and then—Vie-
tory! Deflantly, and yot with the tone
of a man who knew that he was beaten,
ho said *No!"

We had him.

From that day Abol Ryder was a dif-
ferent man, and I do not believe that
the people in that town have been
troubled with him since, At least 1
know that ws never wero.—Paul
West, in Light

“‘what's the

did

GLIMPSES OF EUGENIE.

The Beantiful Ex-Empress Now a Pale,
White-Hualred Wormmn,

I may mention hera two rather pict
urosque intorviews with tho Empress
[ugenie, The first one at Venice in
1860, when she was on her way to the
Suez canal to open it for M. de Lessops,
hior cousin.

She arrived there in her own yacht,
the Aigle, and we saw her from the
windows of Damielli's Hotel, pacing uy
and down the deck, a queenly figure.
Indeed, the Empress Eugenie, who was
not a royalty, looked more like one
than any | have seen born in the pur-
ple. She was physically so handsome
and what wo call “‘aristoeratic-looking”
that she seemed every inch a Queen.
In the evening all Venice was {llumi-
nated ard the Grand canal had the ap-
pearance of a long jeweled serpent
Vietor Emanuel camo thither with a
hrilliant troop of cavallers to do her
honor. He took her in  his
own gondola up the tortuous,
dark passages of the lesser oea
nals into the Grand cannl, pas!
the historic house of Lucretia Borgia,
which was blood-red in the limelight:
past the violet-tinted church of Marin
del Salute; past the glorious old Duca)
palaco; past the two columns which
hold the Lion of St. Mark and the Saint
on the Alligator; through all thedreamy
charm of & might In Venice, with the
gloaming boats beside them, one s
model of the Bucentoro. Musloc was
playing softly all the airs from *'Otel
lo, I Due Foscarl” and other Vene:
tian things; and so the Empress, whose
pale, handsome face and red hair 1 saw
plainly from my gondola, spent her
svening in Venice.

Lord Houghton was with her, and he
afterward told me that she ordered in
Venice a dress made after the portrait
of Catarina Cornaro, Queen of Cyprus,
in the Accademia, which she wore ai
the ball given by M. de Lesseps at Suez

Poor woman! This was the last of he
glories. The next yvear cumoe Sedan,
with downfall and ruln. loss of husband,
loss of son. She 1s our Lady of Vicissi
tudes,

Duaring the most brilliant days of the
Queen’s jnbiles in London in 1557 | saw
the Empress onoe more, & tall, pale,
white-haired woman in desp mourning,
attonded one pentleman and one
Iady. She came down the steps of the
Buckingham Palace Hotol as I did. Our
carringes were detained, and 1 noted
agaln that fine, aristocratic outline, that
bsantiful droop of the oyelld, She is
very bamlsome, and looks like »
MUy, chunged it all iInl—Mrs
Sherwood ladelphis Times,
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RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL,

—There are seventy-five Ameriean
colloges for womaon,

~Ninoety-four colleges have received
in gifts within a year the yvery respecta-
ble sum of 83,625,079,

—Judas was not the only man who lost
his soul by being too koen-sighted in
business.—Ram's Horn.

—God does not messure his plty by
what our sorrows are in themsolves,
but  what they are fto  us.~—Mrs.
Charlos.

—There are more than fifty Congre-
gational Churches in Southern Califor-
nin. Many of thom have over cne hun-
dred members.

—As those wines whlch flow {from the
first treading of the grapes are swaator
and better than thoss foreed out by the
pross, which gives them the roughnass
of thoe husk and the stone, 50 are those
dootrines best and sweetest which flow
from o gentle crush of the Seriptures
and are not wrung into controversies
and commonplaces.—Hacon,

—According to the latest statistical
exhibits of the missions in Japan, there
are now 274 churches in the empire, of
which number 153 are sell-supporting.
The total membership is 81,481, the ac-
cesaions for the yeat being 5,542, Tho
contributions reached 840,608, The
whole number of missionaries in tho
fleld, including women, Is 527,

~For the flret time for many years
the total attendance at the German wnl-
vorsities showed a decreasa durlng the
last winter term. It was 26,007, or 484
less than during the summer, In genor-
al, the increaso in the last threo yoars
has been small, and not to he compared
1o that from 1879 to 1887, when it ad-
vanced from 19,769 1o 28,768 The sup-
ply of technically educated men contin-
ues in excess of the demand.

—Your business—yoa can not negleot
that! Call to mind the story of the rich
English merchant to whom Elizabeth
gave some commission of Importance,
and he demurved to undertake it, say-
ing: “Please your majesty, if 1 obey
your behests, what will become of theso
affairs of mine?” And his monareh ans-
wored: “Loave those things to me;
when you are employed in my service,
1 will tako charge of your busineas."
So will it be with you. Do but surren-
der yoursel? to Chreist, and he, of his own
freo willy takes in hand all your affairs.
—Bpurgeon.

—8oth Low, the new prosident of Co
lumbin College, lins norespaoct for a rulo
that does not provide fur a contingency.
A young man not overburdened with
wealth last fall entered the law sehool,
paying what was for him quite a fee.
Aftor attending two or three lectures
business exigencies forbade his continu-
ance at study. He applicd to the troass
urer for a rebate on his cash payment
only to meet with deloy and hear a ruls
recited agalnst such o demand,.  Then
he dropped President Low a line. With-
in four hours the post-ofiice brought a
courteous reply and a check.

WIT AND WISDOM,

—Some girls are ]-r.»wrd for time and
others for “the fun of {t—Binghamton
Leader.

Honesty mever has to erowd any
hody In order to gel roomn (o make a 1y
ing.~Milwankes Jourmal

A cheorful old man orold woman is
ke tho sunny side of a woodshed in
the last of winter, — Denver Road.

YA man can not afford to make a
fool of himself”™ DBut consider how
reclkless of expense some poople are.

~'I'here is more roal honecinchie in a
gauare yard of suaponse than inan acre
of realization. —tireat Barrington Nows,

As reasonably expect oaks from a
mushroom  bod, o and dura-
ble produets from small and hasty ef-
foris.

“Ho, for the farm™ is now the ery of
the eity eonsin, but hedogsn't hos worth
neont when he gets thore, Iiinglmmwn
Republican.

-Seoing is belloving: and W’ht‘n iomin
soos 0 swarm of bees about l*hﬁett.lu on
his hoad is time for him to beleaving. —
N, (. Pioayune. ‘

—Timid Husband —What shall we do
when the wolf comes to the door? Coura-
geous Wite—Why, thank Heaven that
wo hava got a door.

—Grocor—Ruying this lot of sugar
bofore the price fell has put me ina
hole, but (fixing his scales) I'Il find a
welgh out.—Epoch

~1t I8 good to be netive in debate; but
the thought that strikes like a hammer
comes from the pen that moves as slow
as an hour-hand.— Puck,

—“Well, I'm ohm,” gaid the eleotri-
cian, when he had let himself in after
midnight. “But why are you Insulate?”
asked his wife.—N. Y. Bun.

—The plainest row of books that cloth
or paper over covared is morosignifleant
of refliement than the most elaborately
carved etagere or sideboard. —Boochor.

—“He wus awful,"” said Chappie, in-
dignantly. “lHesald If 1 opened my
mouth again he'd put & head on me."
“Why didn't you accept his offer?”
Figaro.

Man, irreverent, trifling man, should
abstain from sneers at womankind til)
he has learned to hold a plate of jco-
eream on his lap without toeing in.—
Elmira Gazette.

—Harry—Now, Jack, stand upand tell
our guests what you know—It won't take
you wery long, —I"11- tell thew
what we both know—it won't take me
any longer.—Figaro.

—Mr. Carpenter—That was a niece slip
of tho toneue you made introducing me
to those young Iadies us Mr, Carter, Mr,
Tom Bigheo—Well, T should eall it a
plip of tha yon. —Muck.

—An ¢ld farmer saw house wrappers
advertised in the paper, and he sent fo
one, thinking it was some new contriv
ance for rapping the house up 1o break-
fast in the morning. —'Texas Sifting.

The story of life, to one who has
renched advanced age, seems to him
like o dream.  He can not diseresdit the
story which his own memory tells, yeot
Lhe wonders and muses over the long
line of events In it Happy is
the man whao, when be thes dreams,
finds no ocension to regret the unforgot
ten conduet of the pos The way
Jav the basis fog plexsani me Is
Tiva =lakt in each prescal ement . -N
Y. Indopendeat
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